Returning to Realism
that the promise of free silver held for the farmers, along with
the excitement that the campaign oratory roused in a lyrical
boy. In John L. Sullivan, The Strong Boy of Boston, he intro-
duced, along with the mocking-bird singing in the lane, the
shrill voices of the pavements chanting 'East side, west side,
all around the town*, 'Ring ring a rosie', and 'London
Bridge is falling down', with the smashing effect of one of
John L.'s punches- His Congo is scarcely 'a Study of the Negro
Race' in its basic savagery; but the resonant syllables of its
opening, the childlike simplicity of the phrasing, the sound as
of pounding drums in the refrain, and the shadowy quality of
the long Vs' and *o-s' with which the lines are filled, all con-
vey a sense of something primitive and dark, of a wild danc-
ing, fearful or exultant, which is richer and more alive than the
pious idea hovering around it.
Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room,
Barrel-house kings, with feet unstable,
Sagged and reeled and pounded on the table, A deep
Pounded on the table,                                 rolling bass
Beat an empty barrel with the handle of a broom,
Hard as they were able,
Boom, boom, BOOM,
With a silk umbrella and the handle of a broom.
Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, BOOM.
General William Booth Enters Into Heaven, which is written
'to be sung to the tune of The Blood of the Lamb with indi-
cated instruments', is another processional poem, which
should move to the thrumming of banjos, the crying of flutes,
the jingling of tambourines, and the hard pulse of drum-beats.
Here and elsewhere Lindsay seems unwittingly trying to recall
the glamour of the bonfires and the brasses and the singing of
the political parades of his boyhood, and the vision of democ-
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